


THE ALASKAN BROWN BEAR 


Alaskan brown bears, some of which live in Yukon Territory, are enor- 
mously large animals. A fully grown male is nine feet long from tip to tail. His 
most formidable weapons are his great claws which are half as long as the entire 
fool. With them, he can destroy almost any other animal in North America. 

Hunters are often surprised that he stands erect so easily. It is a favorite 
position when he is fighting, and hunters are often filled with panic when the 
great animal they are hunting suddenly rears up out of tall grass or low brush 
and towers ovter them, ready to strike out with his great claws. The long-bodied 
animal often stands erect just to look around the surrounding country and can 
stay in this seemingly awkward position for long periods of time. 

Though he likes to eat meat, the Alaskan brown bear is completely omniv- 
orous. He can eat anything from a big caribou to ants, berries, roots and all 
kinds of small animals. 

Like most bears, he hibernates during the coldest weather, finding some 
sheltered place, such as a cave. During the long sleep, that sometimes lasts for 
months, he uses the food energy stored in the body fat that he has accumulated 
during the summer. 1 
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TAKE A CHAIR, 
PRESTON' I 
WANT YOU TO 
LOOK AT THIS 
V LETTER. . . v 


f SERGEANT “ 
'PRESTON REPORT- 
ING FOR DUTY, r - 
V. INSPECTOR' J 


and THE SNOWSHOE TRAIL 


HMMM! THIS MAN ,RA8IDOUX, SAYS A LARGE 
BEAR BROKE INTO HIS CA8IN IN HIS ABSENCE 

AND TORE EVERYTHING APART INCLUDING 

MANY OF HIS LYNX AND WOLF PELTS.. . ' 


THIS IS FROM A TRAPPER , NORTH OF 
HERE, WHO CLAIMS TO HAVE BEEN 
ROBBED — -BY A BEAR' THERE'S 
A PECULIAR AN6LE TO HIS STORYj 
YOU'LL SPOT IT' . 


YOU WILL START AT ONCE, PRESTON--AND 
FIND OUT WHAT IS REALLY HAPPENING BACK 

THERE IN THE BUSH! BETTER CALLON 

*" f MELLISH FIRST! J 


--BUT THE VALUABLE PELTS— MINK AND 
MARTEN AND BLUE FOX — WEREN'T DESTROYED, 
BUT HISSING' THAT SUGGESTS ROBBERY--- 


/ EXACTLY! AND I x 
/ HAVE TWO OR THREE 
/ MORE LETTERS TO THE 
f SAME EFFECT' ONE MAN, 
ARCHIE MELLISH, HAS 
ACTUALLY r 
i SEEN THE J r' fk 
\ BEAR ! < iA'Z'&S 








ON, KING! WE'LL ) 
MAKE THAT TEW L 
MILES IN A HURRY' 


THAT’S STRANGE— THE DOOR IS OPEN- 
--YET THERE ARE FRESH SNOW SHOE , 
^TRACKS LEADING TO IT— HALLOOOf/ 


AMOUNT/E' THIS IS LUCK* 
COME IN.MSIEU--- AND SEC 
WHAT THAT MAUD IT BEAR, 
DID TO ME! I'VE JOST JjS 
L ARRIVE' . r- - 


SHE RUINS ME, THAT ROBBER' 
BEAR * LAST NIGHT, WHEN I 
AM AWAY ON MY TRAP LINE‘S 

LOOK! THE SKINS v Vi 

SHE HA 5 TORNjMjj 
TO LITTLE 

pieces i 



WHERE ARE THEY? 
(DON'T SEETHEM 
WITH THE OTHER 
yTORN PELTS? 


WHAT YOU MEAN I HAVE ) 

POOR CATCH, tl'SIEU? I'VE > 
TRAP' FORTY MINK, EIGHTEEN 
MARTEN, THREE SILVER 
AND ONE SLOE FOX ) 


BETTER THAN I HOPED 
FOR? THESE LOOK LIKE 
THE PRINTS OF A YOUNG 

FEMALE GRIZZLY 

ANO SHE DOES L/MPf 


I WILL SHOW YOU 
THEM, SERGEANT? 
MY SNOWSHOE 
TRACKS COVER 
THEM 8Y THE 
V. DOOR. . ^ 


VOILA? THEY ARE 
FRESH AND CLEAR! 


BEAR'S TRACKS! IF 
SHE CAME LAST NIGHT- 


I WANT TO FOLLOW THATTRAIL* )/ MR/S OU/. 
MAROUETTE? YOU CAN COME </[ SERGEANT' BUT 
^ALONG,IF YOU'D LIKE TO! J f\ DO NOT THINK 

t "TSU \J — \WE WILL F|Nl> THE 

GSA y ^-7/a.BEAR to- , 

■g >, A V<wi\DAY ?y 


£EE YUM f YIP' 


KING! YOU CAN'T HAVE 
LOST THE TRAIL ?/ 

S — J. WHAT--.-? f\ 






'ERR RRR. 
. UFF' . 


*UFF! 

TARRY. 


BEAR TRACKS - - -FRESH ' AND 

THE FOREPAW SHOWS A > 

\LJMR, AS BEFORE « 


f rrRRRr}] 

if Fry 


I DON’T KNOW JUST WHERE THe SION POINTS' 
THERE’S TOO MUCH OF IT? IN THE FIRST PLACE, 
SylT WAS EVIDENT IN MAROUETTE’S CABIN THAT 
yrrrwrrvrTW^THP BEAR RAID WAS FARED 


CLEVERLY FAKED TO BE 
SURE' THERE WERE BEAR 
TRACKS IN THE SPILLED 
FLOUR, AND SOME OF THE 
RlPPED UP PELTS LOOK- 

k EO CHEWED BUT 

NOTHING SEEMEOTO 
UK HAVE BEEN EATERY 
Wfi AND AS IN THE OTHER 
■II CASES, ONLY THE 
X VALUABLE PELTS 


ON THE OTHER HAND, THE TRACKS 
IN THE SNOW WERE PLAIN AS . 
FAR AS THEY WENT r*' 


( UMMMf THERE’S SOMETHING STRANGE ABOUT 
\THIS TRAIL • I FEEL IT- BUT I CAN’T QUITE 
^ , , -rvPLACE THE DIFFERENCE 












Returning to hi$ team, preston gets i 


THERE'S SOMETHING — IN THAT 
KNOT HOLE — THAT MADE THE 
sj OLO BEAR FIGHTING MAO > 


SUOOEN HUNCH. 


HELLO? LEAVING 
MJf£4DY. MELLISHf] % 


r RIOHT-OH,^^/ 

SERGEANT? THAT \ 
CLOSE SOUEAK YOUl 
HAD WITH MADAM < 
GRIZZLY DECIDED/ 




Y IN A KNOT- 

/ HOLE IN 

THE TREE 
WHERE YOU 
FOUND ME, 
MELLISH? 


80 THERE’S NO MORE REASON FOR MY 

LEAVING' I'LL JUST TAKE MY DUFFLE BACK 
INSIDE ... j -s: 


I’D UKE tO EXAMINE THAT 
BALEOF PELTS — -NOW? 
PLEASE PUT IT BACK ON 
\THESLEOf y 


MY WORD ? HOW DEUCEDLY CLEVER 
OF HIM • HE EVEN COPIEO THE OLO 
THING'S LIMP, SO SHE WOULD 
GET THE BLAME? WHERE ^ 
DID YOU FIND THOSE PAWS? J 


BEAR PAWSf I SAY? THAT V 1 HAVEr 8UT 
WAS OUICK WORK, SERGEANT' THESE ARE 

YOU'VE KILLED THAT OLDV DIFFERENT PAWS, 

MONSTER ALREADY---^ MELLISH THE 

ONES THE THIEF WORE 
\1 ( WHEN HE RAIDED CABINS 

N ds£( V and stole the best pelts 


THEN THAT'S THE END 
OF THE HOCUS- 
POCUS? AND YOU 
bi HAVE KILLED 
■\ THAT SAVAGE 
■L OLD GRIZZLY 


RI6HT-0H, SERGEANT? 
JUST TO PUT ANENO 
TO YOUR SUSPICIONS 






I THOUGHT 80! MINK. > 
MARTEN, BLUE FOX--- 
THE PICK OF SKINS FROM 
HALF A DOZEN WINTER < 
CATCHES, I'D SAY! S' 
YOU'RE THE THIEF,/ A 

Vmellish! y f^Sa 


'and now, we'll have 

A COOK AT THOSE FURS 
— THE ONES ON THE 
J NS IDE OF THE BALE' 


WE'LL LOAD UP AND START BACK > 
TO OETACHMENT HEADQUARTERS! 
YOU'LL SET YOUR TRIP “OUT- , 
V SIDC" ANYWAY.MELLISH' ^^St 


YOUR FAILURE TO SHOOT A SECOND TIME .WHEN > 
YOU COULD HAVE KILLED THEOLD BEAR! YOU 
WANTED HER TO SET AWAY AND CONTINUE TO 
TAKE THE BLAME FOR YOUR ROBBERIES! THAT'S . 
ONE THINS... AND F1NDINS THE BEAR PAWS / 
SsBEtIDE YOUR SNOWSHOE TRAIL.. 


— AND YOUR SWINGING THR0U6H THE TREE 
BRANCHES TO BREAK YOUR BEAR TRAIL AT 
RABIDOUX'S PLACE WAS A LITTLE TOO 
CLEVER TO FOOL A POLICEMAN, YOU KNOW' 
WELL— HERE COMES YUKON KINS WITH V 
MY 006 TEAM! SO WE'LL CALL . — 

s. this case — closed • y 







MUSHER •> WHY, JUST ONE- —A 


WHAT MUSHER 


MAY l SEE HIS SIGNATURE- 
AND A SAMPLE OF THE 
.GOLD HE DEPOSITED? 


WHY.OF COURSE, 
SERGEANT? I'LL 
6ET THEM FOR 
VYOU AT ONCE f J 


STRANGER ! GAVE HIS NAME AS 
SAM BREEN-- - AND DEPOSITED 
FIFTEEN HUNDRED OUNCES 
LOF GOLD OUST AND NUGGETS.. 


CERTAINLY? 
AND HERE'S 
BREEN'S 
SIGNATURE.. 


HMMMM? COARSE "OUST* MIXEO 
WITH NUGGETS? I'LL TAKE A , 
^SAMPLE ALONG, IF I MAY®/ 


' CRAMPED WRITING- 
BACKHAND- --YET THERE 
IS SOMETHING FAMILIAR 
I'D SAY THIS SIGNA- 
TURE WAS OISOUISCD • 
I'LL MAKE A TRACING 
OF IT.NOW, LANDERS, . 
V FOR REFERENCE? _/ 




Early the next morning- 


/SLIGHT CONCUSSION! \ 
I'LL LOOK UP DOCTOR L 
ROWE REST A BIT ^ 

TAKE THE TRAIL TOMORROW. 
NOW, IF YOU'LL DESCRIBE 
VjHIS _ BREEN“ ^ 


YOU'VE PICKED UP 
'BREEN’S" TRAIL, 
AGAIN, KING 
GOOD BOY 


YIP' V 

YIP' 

EEEYOW‘ 


THE SIGNATURES CHECKtMR HARWELL 
THOUGH "BREEN’S" IS OISGUISEO' BO 
BENTLEY SAUER’S' AND THE r-J 
SAMPLE OF GOLD IS IDENTICAL jigi 
, WITH WHAT SAUER DEPOSITED/ 

►v HERE? ? , — 


EVEN] 


I HAILED HIM - - TO WARN HIM OF WEAK ICE ON THE 
RIVER' HIS GUILTY CONSCIENCE MADE HIM THINK 
I WAS SOMEBODY WHO HAD LEARNED ABOUT HIS PACK 

^m^OF GOLD' AT LEAST, THAT’S 

1 1 'l JMKBST MY GUESS 


SERGEANT PRESTON 
YOU'RE ILL* THAT 
BULLET WOUND--- 


ME S HEADED FOR WOLFJAW AS I THOUGHT HE 

MIGHT! WE'LL SOON KNOW IF "BREEN " IS THE MAN 
I THINK 


Reaching wolfjaw in the afternoon, preston 

HALTS AT THE TOWN'S SMALL BANKING ESTABLISH- 
MENT ‘ — 

/■WAIT WITH THri 
V TEAM. KING!/ 


SAUER! BUT WHY 
DID HE SHOOT AT 
YOU, SERGEANT 
_ PRESTON? 




















Billy Cross carried his snowshoes on. his 
back, along with his father's. With Big John 
Cross's heavy arm bearing on his sixteen- 
year-old shoulders, Billy kept step through 
the foot-deep snow: Step— and a half; step— 
and a half! 

“What a fool stunt," Big John muttered for 
the twentieth time, “to cut my foot with an 
axel An old Yukon sourdough, like me! But 
there's the cabin— another two hundred steps, 
maybe— HEY! What was that I saw dodging 
out of the door?" 

"It looked like a man, bent over and run- 
ning," Billy replied. "The moonlight isn't very 
bright, though Dad! Do you think he 
was after our gold dust?" 

“If he was," said Big John, gritting his teeth 
against pain, "he picked a poor place to raid! 
All we've got will just about buy us grub for 
the rest of the winter! Our claim has jusl 
petered out!" 

Long minutes later, they reached the cabin 
door It was open, with fresh snowy footprints 
just inside. Big John hobbled to the bunk, 
searching with swift fingers. 

"It's gone, Billy!" he exclaimed. "And with 
this foot, I can't trail the thief! Anyhow we've 
got no shells for the rifle. " 

"I'll trail him!" Billy announced, snatching 
the empty rifle from the wall. "I'll wait till 
he camps, and surprise him. 

"NO, BILLY! Don't you— "Jiis father shouted. 
But Billy was already on hii way. 

Out of sight of the cabin, Billy stopped and 
put on his snowshoes. Then he raced on. In 
the brightening moonlight, the thief's frail was 
as plain as print. Billy was overtaking him— 
a bit too quickly! 


Billy's thoughts raced back to his father in 
the cabin. Big John had been his idol ever 
since he could remember. Billy knew how much 
it would mean to his father to get back the 
gold dust. As he thought of all the struggles 
his father had been through, his determina- 
tion to overtake the thief became stronger. 

The crisp night air bit into his face, but 
Billy hardly felt it, so intent was he on his 
mission. He would not, could not fail Big 
John. His voice almost shook as he breathed 
a prayer for help. 

As the boy broke out of the trees on a 
windswept ridge, a rifle bullet sang close to 
his head. He glimpsed the gun flame, a hun- 
dred yards farther on. Common sense told 
him to go back, out of range, but desperation 
drove him on! That thin poke of gold dust 
meant too much! 

There were more shots, as he raced ahead, 
zigzagging. One cut his sleeve. Then, both 
thief and Billy were dashing out across the 
brow of a steep, snew-packed slope, where 
a slight jar might start a deadly slide. 

The thief's last shot did it. The slope broke 
away with a grinding roar that grew to thun- 
der The thief flung away his rifle, straining 
to reach the far side A great billow of snow 
buried him 

Billy was thrown and tumbled. Snow was 
in his mouth, in his eyes His head struck 
something, and he blacked out. 

He waked, hours later, lying against a 
snow-buried tree trunk Near the trunk was 
a little air space Billy enlarged it. He had 
lost his snowshoes. He climbed and dug and 
climbed— up to the top and daylight. He 
rested,- then crawled over the avalanche- 
packed snow to the bare rock slope. The slide 
had scoured even the earth clean off it. 

There was no sign of the thief— no other 
tracks in sight. 

Billy's gaze swung back to the cliff-like 
slope, and clung there Within twenty feet of 
him the unmistakable yellow of GOLD seamed 
a wide face of pink quartz! Gold, in "wires" 
and "beads" that could be pried out with 
a knife point! A real BONANZA, hidden until 
now by earth and snow! 



YOU’RE COINS A GREAT JOB/ 
YUKON KINO f TOGETHER, , 
WE LL GET MY TEAM / 
^THROUGH' >/ 


ruFP 

UFFFf 


■YOU’VE CAUGHT A SCENT 
YOU DON’T LIKE, KING? FROM 
STRAIGHT A HE AO BEYOND 
SjHOSE TREES? ALL RIGHT 


WAIT HERE, YOU 
HUSKIES' KING AND 
si WILL SCOUT AHEAD' 


BEYOND TH E TREES - 


1 HEAR SOMETHING, KING- - 
A SORT OF GRUNTING AND 
[SNORTING... WE’LL SEE... 


SURROUNDING A 
, COW MOOSE * 


< MMkT ' 
JJNHH' 


f RRRR 
\UFFF» 




and THE STRANDED CHILD 


Loaned to constable lewis for 
pouce business deep in the frozen 

'BUSH", YUKON KING HELPS TO BREAK 
TRAIL THROUGH THE OEEP SNOW 


WUFFF' 

GRRR-RRR 






EASY DOES IT'S 
THERE’ HE‘s! 
.SAFELY OUT f J 


'PERFECT,OLD 
LADY' NOW YOU 
CAN PULLYOUR 
INFANT OUT > 


UffRR- 
s MHHf 


LET THEM GO, KING' AS SOON 
AS THEY'RE OUT OF SI6HT, I'LL 
s. GETOOWN. / 


OUCH • 


MMMMMH’ SPRAINED IT' BADLY, > 
TOO' NOW I'M STUMPED. MMMHf 
THE TEAM CAN'T PULL ME ALL THE , 
WAY TO SELKIRK THROUGH THISy^ 
S^DEEP SNOW 


JUMPING THE LAST FEW FEET DOWN FROM THE TREE, 
CONSTABLE LEWIS CATCHES HIS FOOT IN A HIDDEN 
CREVICE. 


^EEEE- 

YUHH? 






Then.bear-fashion.the cub rolls himself into a 

BALL AND LETS GO' THE TEAM FOLLOW S, YELLING. 


Breaking out of the woods again, the bear goes 

*■-- WITH THE TEAM 


OVER THE EOGE OF A HIGH BLUFF ■ 
AFTER HIMf 


YIP YAPP? 
.YAPP' j 


Yip YAP, YAPP'' 
YAPPP-OWW'j 


VOOOH- 


Frightened and helpless, the baby rolls toward 


King reaches the pitch-off— too late to turn 

THE TEAM* HIS BARK RINGS OUT, SHARP WITH ANXIETY! 


A HUNDRED-FOOT DROP- 
TO CHECK HIS FALL. 


'YAPP' 


' oo oh row, ow , ; 

W7* > 


Clawing and yelping.they go down.pulleo 

BY THE WEIGHT OF THEIR SLED 


AT THE EDGE, THE TEAM TRIES DESPERATELY TO STOP 
BUT THE SLED OVERRUNS THEM 


// Y/P£' 





ah- AH- AH- 
s.AH- AH' 


t¥ A A- A A A- A AH' 
\DAADDYf y 


H'S FALL STOPPED BY THE HARROW LEDGE, 
THE TWO-YEAR-OLD STRUGGLES TO GET UP-- 
NOT REALZING HIS DANGER... 


TO THE BOTTOM .WHERE THEY UE, 

UNHURT BUT VERY SUBDUED TANGLED 

IN THEIR HARNESS. 


YAP-\ 

YAHP'J 


B UT YUKON KING SEES IT- — AND WORKS 
DOWN TO THE CHILD IN CAUTIOUS ZIG- 
ZAGS — LEST HE START A SLIDE , 

WHICH WOULD CARRY THE t 

YOUNGSTER OVER THE »WV I 

DROP rF 


HEAVEN HELP HIM' NO MAN 
COULD GET DOWN THERE, 
WITHOUT SUDING OVER ^ 
THE EDGE ' BUT THE DOG sy 
COULD 


WATCH' THERE'S 


f IT'S YUKON KINO 

THE FAMOUS MOUNTIE'S 
V DOG! 


KeLESS^X 
HIM! OH, JOHNNY,' 
MY BABY— * J 



For a Feather In Your Bonnet 


tftov.. 


ESKIMO WAYS 



When an Eskimo wants to haul 
his heavy, skin-covered freight 
boat high up on shore, above the 
reach of storm and high tide and 
beach ice, he often faces rough 
going. Eskimo beaches may be 
composed of water-worn rocks, 
large and small, which would 
bruise or tear the boat’s bottom. 



He solves the problem by using 
partly inflated sealskins as rollers. 
These cushion the boat — and carry 
it safely over every obstacle. 

For his sled runners the Eskimo 
hunter prefers bone or driftwood, 
but if he has to make a sled where 
these materials cannot be found, 
he can make runners of frozen 
fish. 



When an Eskimo mother can- 
not obtain other soft materials for 
her youngster’s shirt, she tans the 
skins of birds to make a thin 
leather of silken softness. Small 
babies, however, are dropped into 
a bag of feathers, which serves as 
dress, cradle and comforter. 
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Se/u^t PRESTON 

OF THE YUKON - €»gi HM»8E§ 

THANK HEAVEN, YOU FOUND ME, ' >s v 

THEY WERE MOUNTIES — TO HELP/ 

flis^ 


r \ t 

iHral 





